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In The Darkest Hour 


It was no good pretending to be asleep, not when wandering fingers were crawling over his skin. Beneath them, 
he chuckled and shivered, eyes closed against the darkness as they slid beneath his flimsy t-shirt. They 
worked their way over his chest, pulling at his nipples before sliding over his tight stomach and towards his 


briefs. 


Squirming, David laughed softly and tilted his head back. Over his shoulder, and cramped into the tiny bunk with 
him, was Dave. In the night lights of the bus, a dark lust gleamed in his lover's eyes, the sneer beginning to 
twist his upper lip. 


Stretching an arm behind himself, he pulled Dave closer. "No." 


"An what if I'm not takin’ no for an answer," Dave replied, his voice barely above a whisper but still filled with 


a husky, animalistic desire. 


Snickering, David strained to kiss him, flushing as he pulled the other closer. They'd fucked on the bus several 
times, but not when it had been filled with the rest of the band. Currently they were rocking their way along 
the highways and byways to the various points of the Clash of the Titans tour. Somewhere in the bus, Nick 


and Marty were, he hoped, asleep. Not that they didn't know what their boss and their bass player got up to. 
They'd been paid handsomely, in cash and knuckle sandwiches, to keep their mouths shut. So far, so good. 


Keeping his lips pressed to Dave's, he whispered, "How bad do you want it?" 


Dave didn't respond. Instead, he fidgeted beneath the covers, sliding down David's briefs before pressing himself 
close. Dave's erection rubbed along his ass crack before sliding between his cheeks, the tip teasingly pressing 


to David's already tight balls. 
"lll take that as real bad," he hissed, teeth nipping at Dave's lower lip. 


Yeah, he wanted it bad too but he wasn't going to give in that easily, not when he had Dave eating out of his 
hand. Sliding his hand down his body, he brushed his fingers against Dave's, inching them to his own hard-on 
before stopping mere millimetres from the prize. Grasping his cock, he began to touch himself with slow, 
languid strokes. His voice rose as he gasped, feeding Dave his tiny moans and murmurs. Arms tightened around 
him and he felt Dave's breath hitch. A smile twisted David's lips and he reached for Dave's hand, guiding it to 


his own. Dave didn't complain, just laid his hand over David's and began to move with him. 
"Yeah.." Dave's voice drifted off. "You stroke yourself for me." 


Again he nipped at Dave's lip, snickering softly. "I do. All the time. Even when you're not watchin’. | jerk off 
thinking about ya all the time. Love touching myself and thinking of you." 


‘Oh yeah? An what do you think about?" 


"You. Fucking me. Really giving me a good pounding. | want you to bend me over the sound desk, rip my jeans 
off and fuck me senseless. Really hard and rough." 


The bunk creaked as Dave shifted, rocking his hips. His slick cock slid over David's flesh, making him shiver and 
moan, turning his flesh into a map of goosebumps. He didn't know how much longer he could hold out for. 
Already the nerves around his entrance were tingling, begging him to slip onto his front and let Dave mount 
him. It was his favourite position, flat against the sheets, ass in the air and cock sensuously sliding against the 
cotton fabric. He could come from just rubbing himself against the bedding. 


"Yeah. Love it when you talk dirty. What else you want me to do?" 


| wanna suck your cock. Suck you in front of an audience. Perhaps at some fancy dinner party. Get on my 


knees, pull your zip down and free your cock. Then lll lick and lap until you come all over my face." 


Behind him, Dave gasped, his hand tightening around his cock. Fuck, he was driving himself crazy and he was 
going to come if he didn't stop. Regretfully, he pulled his hand away and laid Dave's on his stomach. Fingers 
tickled the mess of musky pubes, creeping closer to the head of his aching cock before pulling away. Groaring, 
he sloppily kissed Dave, his tongue plunging into the welcoming mouth. 


"Gonna let me fuck ya now you've got me all worked up?" 


He snickered again. "No, | was just going to let you lie here and feel how horny | am for you. Let you day 


dream about what you want to do." 


"| know what | want to do," Dave's voice rose to a whine and David smiled in the dark He loved it when Dave 


begged. It just goaded him on all the more. 
"What do you want to do?" 


Teeth nipped his shoulder and David stifled a yelp. A hand wound into his hair, pulling his mouth back to Dave's 
for another hungry kiss while the other continued to tickle his stomach, rubbing his pelvis. 


"You. | want your fine fuckin’ ass." 
"Oh, I've got a fine ass have |?" 
"Yeah," Dave hisses. "Finest ass I've ever ridden" 


David felt his heart and pride swell. Dave didn't have a way with words when it came to playing the romantic. 
And knowing that he, the mere farm boy from Minnesota, could keep the great Dave Mustaine on his knees 
made him happy. Very, very happy. No one else, it seemed, could hold Dave's heart, hand and cock as well as 


he could. 


Teasingly slow, he raised his left knee, opening himself up. Behind him, Dave gasped and a hand fumbled along 
the edges of the bunk. A second later and there was the quiet pop as the bottle of lube was opened. Time 
seemed to stop as he waited for hands to begin wandering. It was these moments that drove David to the 
brink. Finally, cool, slick fingers worked between his cheeks, first touching and stroking, driving him into a 
panting frenzy, before they pushed into his hole. Biting the bed linen, David mewled and pushed himself back. 
The fingers lay limp inside of him, knowing that David would do the work. Feeling the need grow, he rode the 
fingers, bucking whenever they touched the sweet spot deep inside of him. Carefully they scissored, opening 
him even more before slipping from him. David had no time to mourn their loss and the sensations they sent 
shocking through him. A moment later and Dave was pushing closer, cock hunting out his entrance. Taking a 
deep breath, David waited It was a painful wait, one which he hated But he deserved it. He'd teased Dave and 


now it was his turn to be driven to the brink. 
"How much do you want me, Junior?" Dave hissed in his ear, warm breath lifting hair from his face. 


He swallowed, fighting the lump in his throat. The tables had been turned. "Bad. Real bad, Dave. | want to feel 


your huge cock in me. Want to feel you fucking me." 


"An how about if | don't want to give it you now, huh?" 


David whined in the back of his throat, panic beginning to fill him. Dave couldn't do this! Not now that he was 
worked up. Leaning back, he nibbled at Dave's lips, tongue sweeping over them before pressing between his lips. 


Chuckling, Dave opened up, allowing his lover to kiss and maul him. 


Then he gasped as Dave eased himself forward, the head of his cock carefully breaching him. They lay still for 
a moment as Dave slid forward, David gasping as he was filled That was what he'd been waiting for. All day 
and half the night he'd been waiting for this moment. Waiting for when Dave would slip into his bunk and they 
could spend a while just being themselves. He could lie there all night with Dave behind him, cock buried deep 


inside of him. 


And then Dave moved, one hand finding David's cock and jerking him in time to his excited thrusts. Quiet 
grunts and gasps filled the tiny bunk, lips and tongues seeking out each other and hands roaming through hair 
and across soft, tight skin. It lasted mere minutes but it was worth every precious second. Eventually, as the 
night wore on and the bus rolled onwards, they fell asleep, spooned together in an inseparable, unbreakable 


embrace. 


